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was gone* and they feared that never again would they
find a heart so child-like and so gentle to sympathise
with their wrongs. M Widhwa ke Kewal Saharay ki
jai.M Their tears and their flowers followed him on
this, his last earthly triumph.

" Garibon ke Wali ki jai/* " Long live the Lord
of the Orphans/' w Victory to Him who was the
Support of the Widows/' Slogans rang and clashed
and echoed through the streets of the City, down
the wide road over the Ravi, to the Smadhi itself

It was then midday, and the sun was burning.
On the plinth of the Smadh, ninety feet square, had
been erected a pavilion to intercept the fierce rays,
and beneath it the two sons performed some rites,
As soon as the sacred dola was placed on the Smadh
thousands rushed forward to take a flower, a golden
thread or a piece of cloth to cherish for the rest of
their lives. Finally the casket containing the ashes
was enshrined in the place allotted to it, in the
centre of the marble tomb*

All day long the free kitchen provided food for
the poor who thronged in their thousands, filling the
gardens near the Smadh. Many sat for hours,
weeping and talking of their benefactor. The people
of Lahore had come, one and all, to pay their last
respects, rich and poor, officials and unemployed, the
propertied and the homeless, and to give names
would be to name the sands on the seashore, One
and all were there, and the sorrow of all was equal